THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
immensely enlarged for all to see. The first words,
if I remember rightly, were:
'Stand Fast, brother
Stand Fast, sister
Stand on the word of God.f
With a noise like the rushing of a mighty wind
the crowd rose to its feet. At the end of the first
verse, a thousand hands stretched forward in a sort
of Fascist salute, holding their Bibles at arm's
length. At the end of the second verse, the same
thing happened, with accentuated frenzy. Women
were dribbling at the mouth. Young men's eyes
were wet with tears.
I drew back against the wall. The air was hot with
menace. Out of these close-pressed thousands a
corporate spirit was being born, a spirit fierce and
avenging, animated by the sullen brutality of the Old
Testament God. I seemed to see burning eyes fixed
upon me, such eyes as the early heretics must have
seen. I seemed to hear hoarse voices denouncing me,
calling me to confess my sins, or pay the conse-
quences. Had the crowd remained a crowd, one
would not have minded. But the crowd was be-
coming a person. It was being welded, through
madness, into unity, Five thousand tongues were
speaking as one, five thousand pairs of eyes were lit
by the same maniacal fire. Somehow or other I
managed to reach the door. I stumbled outside into
the sweet night air, vowing never to venture in that
place again. But I broke my vow.